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Save your tears 


Author's Notes: 

The first thing that you need to know before reading this story is that I'm not an English native speaker, so | 
know there might be grammar errors here and there, sorry for that :) 

| usually write more X-rated stories about the guys but a friend of mine suggested a more fluffy thing, so | 
tried to write something different. | hope you'll like it! 


Try as he might, Hessu could not find the words to describe how good it felt. 


It was better than pounding on his drum set. It was better than driving fast on a lonely road. It was like sipping 
on a refreshing drink while lying on a Californian beach during a warm summer sunset. Yes, that had to be the 


best comparison one could come up with when speaking of Olli Herman. Restorative, hot and stunning. 


Hessu's spirit craved the blonde's company and it just felt so right to caress his body and kiss his soft skin, 
while it was snowing outside and people with ordinary jobs had to get up from their beds to get to the office 


in time. 


The small clock on Hessu's nightstand said eight o'clock and this meant they had spent the last thirteen hours 
in bed. 


"Do you think we should get up?" Olli asked with a sly smile, still panting slightly. 


He placed one last kiss on Hessu's shoulder and then rolled over, occupying the left side of the queen-size bed. 


He grabbed the half-empty bottle of red wine from the floor and took a sip. 


The drummer gazed at his messy blonde hair and at the beads of sweat that were still shining on his flushed, 


handsome face. 
"| don't want to get up. Ever. Again" 
Olli handed him the bottle and sighed 
"For the record, my whole body is aching" 


"| wish | could feel sorry for that but | don't." Hessu answered with a grin. "F you really want to get up you 
should first make sure that you're still able to walk." 


The singer stuck out his tongue and then laughed softly. "I'm gonna tell it to the audience tomorrow. ‘Sorry 
guys, | won't be high-kicking or slut-dancing tonight because of Hessu fuckin! Maxx.” 


"Hey, don't blame it all on me! You're the one who asked for a fourth round, not more than one hour ago.." the 


drummer stated, leaning forward to kiss the blonde's soft, reddened lips. 

They tasted like alcohol and semen, the best you could ask for. 

| know that, darling.” The blonde answered. "I didn't know what was awaiting me.." 
The drummer bit his lower lip. "I really wish every night could be like this." 


"I know." Olli sighed and lowered his gaze. Hessu knew he was thinking about Noora. About cheating on her every 


time she was out of town. About cheating on her with a man. 


The drummer knew he felt guilty about it but he also knew that Olli, just like himself, couldn't help it. They 


were falling desperately in love with each other and were too scared to admit it. 


It had started like a game, like something to distract them from their ordinary tour life when they were drunk 
and bored. 


At first it was just messy kisses against the backstage's wall to get rid of the stage adrenaline while Pepe and 


Jalle were not around. 


Then, one night, things had gotten more physical. They had smoked marijuana and their bodies felt so light 
while rubbing against each other in one of the top bunks of their tourbus. From that night on, it had become 
extremely rare to find them sleeping in two separate beds during the tours. 

Jalle and Pepe had gotten used to it and never asked too many questions, but no one else knew about it. It was 
their own little secret and they enshrined it like a treasure. It had clearly become something more than mere 
sex and Hessu was terrified 

"Don't leave me" he begged, caressing Ollis toned torso. 

The singer shook his head and placed one hand on the other's shoulder. "I won't. Trust me." 


"Will you ever talk to Noora about this?" 


Olli disclosed his lips but didn't find the strength to voice his response. He had lost his lustful gaze and now 
looked desolate and powerless. 


He got up from the bed and walked to the big French window. It was a cold, winter morning and the early, timid 
daylight was now outlining his naked body. 


Hessu sighed. He knew the singer loved Noora more than anything else in the world and he would have chosen 
her over him any time, but sometimes the desire to have Olli just for himself was just too strong to keep 
quiet. 

"Hey." he whispered, getting up. 

He got closer to the singer and lightly touched his tanned back. 

‘Im sorry | asked. | know it's difficult for you." 

Olli turned around and placed his hands on the drummer's hips. 

‘It's okay. We'll figure something out 

Hessu nodded and gave a hint of a smile. 

‘Just promise me you won't get tired of this." 


"Its not going to happen. | promise" he answered, pulling him into a slow and gentle kiss. 


When their lips parted, Hessu had tear in his eyes. It was probably the wine's fault and he was also starting to 
feel tired after spending the whole night awake. 


"Cmon" Olli said, taking his hand and leading him to the bed. 
They laid down and the singer started to stroke his raven-black hair. 


Hessu inhaled deeply and bit the inside of his mouth, wondering whether or not he should say what he wanted 
to say. He cleared his throat and looked at Olli straight in the eyes. 


"LL love you" 
The singer smiled. "I love you too, darling’ 

"| don't mean it in a friend way" Hessu specified. "I really, really fucking love you! 

"| know" Olli answered, but he avoided making clear if he, in turn, meant it like that 

He leaned forward to kiss his thin lips and his hand found its way down the drummer's body. 


Despite being both extremely tired, they managed to make love once again, slowly and in complete silence, 


keeping their gazes locked to one another. 


Things weren't going to be easy, they had known that from the start, but none of them was willing to give up. 


